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	Let's talk

The first time they met wasn't on the rooftop, when they hadn't even spoken. It was on the ship, as they left for the first time. Ray had decided to introduce himself to his new team - who might be new friends! - and started with Kendra. Three people later, Ray got to Snart. In the middle of "It's nice to meet - well I say meet, we've met, but actually meet you -" the world stopped for a second as he felt a burning sensation on his arm. He looked down, and saw "Leonard Snart" scrawled on his arm.

The world restarted, and Ray looked up at Snart - no, what had Mick called him, _Len_ - and beamed. "We're soulmates!"

Len didn't look nearly as excited at their newfound bond as Ray felt. "Strangers who might become acquaintances at best," he made a show of looking at his arm, "Palmer."

No, this couldn't be happening, his soulmate couldn't not want him, no, "Len -"

"Call me Snart, Palmer." And his soulmate shifted to face away from him, and started inspecting the controls on the bridge, clearly signaling that the conversation was over.

He felt his heart, which had started rising as soon as the writing appeared, drop to the bottom of his rib cage. The rest of the team was looking on with various levels of either pity (Jax, Stein, Kendra, and Sara), indifference (Carter and Rip) or a vague menacing air (Mick). Sara grabbed him by the arm. "Come on, Ray, let's go explore." As distraction attempts went, it was painfully obvious, but still worked.

Ray had set aside dreams of a happily ever after with his soulmate when he'd thought he'd have a happily ever after with Anna. When he got the "happily" but no "after," he thought that maybe that was why she hadn't been his soulmate - so that he could have a second somebody he loved just as much that he could grow old with. When Len shut him down, he set his dreams aside for a second time, this time forever. If they couldn't be soulmates or even friends, they could at least be civil. Ray resolved to be the best damn acquaintance Len - no, he wanted to be called Snart - had ever had.

* * *

><p>It'd been a rocky start, but Ray thought that they were something approaching friends now. Len was now laughing at Ray when he made actual jokes, not just when he messed up, and they were working together on missions, and having civil conversations all the time. Len might actually have become the best friend he had on the ship, now that things with Kendra had turned sour.<p>

Unfortunately, Ray only realized that when it looked like Len might stop being his friend for good. They'd had a fight - the first real one they'd had, beyond petty bickering - that ended abruptly Len had yelled, left the bridge, and as far as Ray could tell, vanished. Ray hadn't even known Len could speak above a drawl, but apparently he'd pushed his soulmate pretty far. _I don't think that's what people mean when they say that you're supposed to help your soulmate expand their comfort zone._

You'd think it'd be impossible to avoid someone on a tiny time ship, but Len was doing a pretty good job. Ray hadn't seen him since they started fighting. Or at least they _would_ be fighting, if Ray could only _find Len_. He'd already checked every room on the ship to no avail. He wasn't in his room, in the kitchen, in the jump ship, wasn't anywhere. Len had, for all intents and purposes, managed to disappear. Ray was now more upset at being ignored than he had been angry in the first place.

Standing outside of Len's room, which he'd now checked for the third time, he decided to ask for help. "Gideon?"

"Yes, Mr. Palmer?"

"Do you know where I can find Len?"

"I have been instructed not to inform you of his whereabouts."

Ray heard a noise from the room across the hallway, and realized he had a second option. "That's ok, Gideon. Thanks anyway!" He walked over to Mick's room and knocked. There were a few long, drawn out seconds of silence from the other side of the door, and then it opened.

Mick didn't seem happy to see him. "What?" Ray smiled back anyway - he was so close to finding out where to find Len!

"Can you tell me where Len is?"

"He'll find you when you're done fighting."

"How can we be done fighting if we don't talk it out?"

Ray gave his best "persistent puppy face" (he knew what people said about him behind his back), and Mick looked at him and sighed. "You know how he and I started getting over him abandoning me, me becoming Chronos?"

"You beat him up in the cube prison box thing?" Ray's face cleared in sudden realization. "Is he worried that I'm going to beat him up?"

Mick rolled his eyes. "No, Boy Scout. He doesn't want to beat _you_ up."

"Why not? He's hit me before," Ray was genuinely confused.

Mick sagged slightly against the doorframe. "That's the problem."

"I don't understand."

Mick turned around and walked back into his room. When he saw Ray still standing by the door, he rolled his eyes and jerked his head, motioning him to come inside. "What do you know about Len's dad?"

Ray was embarrassed to realize that the answer was almost nothing. "I know that Len doesn't like him very much?"

"Len killed him." No. _No_, Len couldn't have killed his _father_, wouldn't do something like that, not without a good reason, he _wouldn't _- "Lewis almost killed Lisa." That was - definitely a good reason. "Almost happened a few times when they were kids, too. You get it?" Rory seemed to think that that was a good enough explanation for Len's vanishing act.

"No, no I _don't_ get it. Why does that make him avoid me?"

Mick looked at him as though he was the dumbest person alive, which given how many times Mick'd probably been on the receiving end of it, was an expression he clearly had a lot of experience with. "He doesn't know how to fight with people without hurting them. He ends things by hitting the other person, or letting them hit him."

"So -"

"He's never done that with Lisa, or with the people he dates. He doesn't want to be his dad. He avoids them, instead. Waits 'til he's not mad, 'til he thinks the other person isn't mad."

"We're not dating. He barely wants to be my friend, he said so when we met." The old hurt of rejection rose again.

"You're his soulmate."

"He said that didn't mean anything."

"It means enough. He's not going to let it turn violent, but he doesn't know how not to, so he's gonna wait it out."

Ray considered this, and then stood up. "I'm going to find him."

"Haircut, I told you this so you _wouldn't _do that." And it's sweet, that Mick was trying to look after Len, if only behind his back, but in this case it was probably not actually helping Len.

"If his issue is that he never learned how to resolve conflict, then he can learn now."

The problem with his dramatic declaration is that he still didn't actually know where to find Len. He spent a good half hour searching the ship when he remembered what he learned in the boyscouts. _If you're lost, the best thing to do is to stay where you are and wait for someone to find you._ Hopefully, it works backwards, too. He thought about where Len would have to go eventually. There's the kitchen - he'll need to eat, right? - and Len's room. He decided that Len would rather have the conversation as private as possible, and so he goes to Len's room and settles down to wait.

It was several hours later and he'd begun wishing he'd thought to bring a snack of some sort when Len walked in, saw Ray, and turned back towards the door.

"Len, wait, please."

To Ray's complete surprise, Len paused, before turning to lean against the doorway. He was trying to look casual, but Ray knew enough at this point to see how tense he was. "Can we just talk?"

"Nothing to talk about."

He repeated the phrase that had made so much of a difference in his relationship with Anna. "Good communication makes relationships work well. Lack of communication leads to problems."

"We're not in a relationship, Palmer, in case you've forgotten." As if Ray could forget that his soulmate wanted as little to do with him as possible. It didn't escape his notice that Len called him "Palmer" every time the soulmate business was brought up, just in case Ray got ideas about Len caring about him or something equally ridiculous.

"We're teammates and we're friends. That's two relationships. We don't have to be dating to need communication. And us not being in a dating relationship is an example of good communication!" Len looked taken aback, so Ray clarified. "You were clear about your expectations of our relationship as soulmates, and having that sort of clear direction -" _has made us both happy_ would be a lie. Ray tried to find something honest yet positive to say. "- is what makes our relationships - as soulmates and teammates - work the way you want it to." He hoped that Len hadn't noticed that he'd said "the you want it to" instead of "the _we_ want it to." It may not be exactly the way Ray wanted it to work, but tentative friendship was better than nothing. He could be happy with it, if it was what Len wanted.

"Look, conflict resolution works like this: I say what's bothering me, you say what's bothering you, and then we work together to fix it. Right now you're mad at me, and I'm mad at you, but we can talk it out and make it better. Ignoring problems doesn't make them go away. You have to talk them out."

There was a pause, and Ray braced himself for a scathing comment. Instead - "Ok," Len said, moving away from the door and coming to sit on the bed next to Ray. "Let's talk."

* * *

><p>AN: I tried to write Mick even though I can't write him at /all/. I'm sorry.


End file.
